HEARTBREAK HOUSE

foe, can only be guessed by those who know, as he does, how
hopeless is remonstrance, and how happy Lincoln was in perish-
ing from the earth before his inspired messages became scraps of
paper. He knows well that from the Peace Conference will come,
in spite of his utmost, no edict on which he will be able, like
Lincoln, to invoke "the considerate judgment of mankind, and
the gracious favor of Almighty God." He led his people to destroy
the militarism of Zabern; and the army they rescued is busy in
Cologne imprisoning every German who does not salute a British
officer; whilst the Government at home, asked whether it ap-
proves, replies that it does not propose even to discontinue this
Zabernism when the Peace is concluded, but in effect looks for-
ward to making Germans salute British officers until the end of
the world. That is what war makes of men and women. It will
wear off; and the worst it threatens is already proving impractic-
able; but before the humble and contrite heart ceases to be
despised, the President and I, being of the same age, will be
dotards. In the meantime there is, for him, another history to
write; for rne, another comedy to stage. Perhaps, after all, that is
what wars are for, and what historians and playwrights are for.
If men will not learn until their lessons are written in blood, why,
blood they must have, their own for preference.

THE EPHEMERAL THRONES AND THE ETERNAL THEATRE

To the theatre it will not matter. Whatever Bastilles fall, the
theatre will stand. Apostolic Hapsburg has collapsed; All Highest
Hohenzollern languishes in Holland, threatened with trial on a
capital charge of fighting for his country against England; Im-
perial Romanoff, said to have perished miserably by a more sum-
mary method of murder, is perhaps alive or perhaps dead: nobody
cares more than if he had been a peasant; the lord of Hellas is level
with his lackeys in republican Switzerland; Prime Ministers and
Commanders-in-Chief have passed from a brief glory as Solons
and Caesars into failure and obscurity as closely on one another's
heels as the descendants of Banquo; but Euripides and Aristo-
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